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To tbe crank tbat 
makes the maobine f{o 



RabjQyit of a Motor Gar 



Wake! For tbe " Hont, ^ tbat 

scatters into fliglit 
Tbe Hens before it in a Flapping 

Frigbt, 

Driyes straigbt op to your 
Door, and bids you Gome 
Oat for a Morning Hour of 
Sbeer Debgbt ! 



Come, M tbe Tank, adjust tlie 

Valye and Spring, 
Your Automobile Garments 

'romid you Fling; 
Tbe Bird Of Time wants but 

to get away; 
(I tbink tbat name's a ratber 

Oeyer Tbing!) 



And as tbe Corkscrew drawing 

out tbe Cork, 
I crank my Gar and try to 

make it work. 
You know bow litde wbile 

we baye to Ride; 
And once departed, may go to 

Hew York. 



WItetlier at Naisfiapm* or Baby- 

Wl^etber tbe Gar sball jerk or 

sweetly nm, 
Tbe Wine of life is in a 

Motor Trip, 
(Tboagb all tbe Parts keep 

breaking One by One!) 



WIiy> if tbe Soul can know tliis 
Glorious Game^ 

All otber Stunts seem dry and 
duU and tame; 
Tliis is tbe ultimate, triumph- 
ant Joy, 

Automobile Elation is its Name! 



yon your last remaining 
Thousands spend 
About tbe Secret? Quick about 
it. Friend! 
A Hair perbaps divides Tbis 
Make from Tbat- 
And on tbat Hair, pritbee, may 
Life depend! 



Now tbe New Tear reyiying old 
Desires, 

Tbe tbougbtful Soul to Cata- 
logues retires; 
He scorns Ids Last Tear's 

and to 

Tbe Newest, Biggest Touring 
Gar aspires! 



Eacb Year a Hundred Mod^ 

bringSy you say; 
Tes, but wlio boys the Gar of 

Yesterday? 
And every Mad brings in ISew 

Catalogues 
Tbat make a Last Year's Modd 

fade away! 



Waste not yoor Hour nor in 

the Vain pursuit 
Of Demonstrators wbo will loud 

Dispute; 

one is Best, because 

it's painted Red!'' 
''Tbat One, because it bas a 

Louder Toot!*' 



'Tis only a Beginner, young and 
green, 

W^o Tbinks lie wants an Odor- 
less Macbine; 
Wbat Fragrance is to Rose 
or Violet, 

So to tlie Notor-Gar is Gaso- 
lene. 



Some adyocate Gear-Driyen 

Gars, and Some 
Sigb for a Jockey-pdley yet to 

come; 

Oh, crank yomr Gar, and 
let tbe old tbing Go! 
Nor beed tbe Brake upon yom* 
Sprocket Drum. 



Tis but a Toy on wbicb one 

spends a Pde, 
And Brags about it (or a Litde 

WMe; 

Ambition rises— and tbe Fool- 
ish Man 
Sigbsy and prepares to buy 
Another Style. 
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Tbey say Tbe Lion and Tbe 

Lizard keep 
The Record for HiD-climbing, 

rougb and steep; 
I do not know tbose Makes. 

m bunt tbem up. 
rd like to Boy one, if they're 

not too Gbeap. 



You know, my Friends, witb 

wbat a Braye Carouse 
I put a Second Mortgage on 

my House 
So I could buy a Great Big 

Touring-Gar, 
Ana run down Gliickens, Dods, 

and even Gows! 



For it my Future Income did I 
owe. 

And witli mine own Hand 
wrongbt to make it go ; 
And tbis was all tbe Wisdom 
tliat I reaped — 

'*We cost lite Tbanderand like 
[igbtning go!'' 



And tbose Accessories'' Adyer- 

tisements 
Tbat offer you Supplies at sligbt 

Expense; 
Ton read tbem oyer, and 

tbey always make 
Tonr own Belongings look like 

Thirty Gents. 



Look to tbe Blowing Horn 

before nsr— **Lo/' 
''Gaily/' it says, "Into the World 
I blow!" 
Bebold its loyely Bulb, and 
Sweet-toned Reed, — 

most Expensive in the 
Garden Sbow !) 
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I had to Iiaye a Snakeskiii 

Auto-Goat) 
A Leather Foot-Mod, lined urith 

Thibet Goat; 
A Steering-Apron, and a 

Sleeping-Bag; 
For these things Help a Motorer 

to Mote. 



And tben my Limclieoii-Rit, and 

Hamper, swell. 
Robbed me of Many a Hard- 

Eamed Dollar! Well 
I often wonder wbat tbe 

Dealers buy 
One-balf so Easy as tbe Folts 

tbey SelL 



Tben to tbe Lauglimg Face th 

lurks beliind 
Tbe Veil, I lifted op mine Ey< 

to find 

Two pouting Lips, demorel 
murmuring, 
**I don't see wliy you B?< 
bougbt Tbis Kind!'' 



Indeed, IVe learned to treat it 
as a Joke 

When Nuts work loose, or Car- 
buretors choke; 
And then, and then — the 
Springy and then the Belt, 

A Punctured Tire, or Change- 
Speed Lever broke! 



A Look of Anguisb midenieatli 

tbe Gar, 
Anotber Star^— a Squeaky^a 

Gnm^ — a Jar! 
Hie Aspiration Pipe is work- | 

ing loose! 
The Vapor can't get out! And 

tbere you are! 



For I remember Stopping by 

tbe Way 
To tinker up tbe old Macbine 

one day. 
And witb a Reckless and 

Unbridled Tongue, 
I muttered,— Well, I Wouldn't 

like to say! 



Yf^Yf even Saints and Sa^ 

would have cuss'd 
If, speeding tbrough the World, 

their Tires had Bust! 
Like Foolish People now, 

whose words of Scorn 
Are ntter'd while their Mouths 

are Stopt with Dost* 



^lien suddenly^ an Angel Sbape 

was seen 
Approacbing in an Up-to-date 

Rladiine, 
Bearing a Vessel wbicb be 

o£[ered me. 
And bid me smell of it. Twas 

Gasolene! 



Tbe Stotf tfiat can witb Lo^ 

Absolute 
Tbe Two-and-SeTCTty Jamng 

Parts confute; 
Tbe Soyerdgn Alcbemist tbat 

in a trice 
A Drop of Oil will into Power 

transmote. 



Wltose Secret presence tbroagb 

the Motor's Veins 
Running Quictsilyer-Iike defies 

om* pains; 
Gutting up tricks from Iiere 

to Jericfio, — 
We try to start tfie Car,— but 

it Remains! 



Strange, is it no^ that of the 

Myriadb wbo 
Have Empty Tants and know 

not what to do, 
l^ot one will Tell of it when 

he Returns! 
As for Ourselyesy — why, we 

Deny it too. 



WliatI Out of Oily Nodiing 

to invoke 
A Powerful Sometbin^ bom of 

Fire and Smoke! 
An Unremitting Pleasmre, if 

it goes; 

An Everlasting Worriment, if 
broke. 



yfe are no otiier tban a Moying 
Row 

Of Automobile Grants tbat 

come and go. 
And what with Goggles and 

Tale-windowed Veils, 
In Motoring Get-up, we're a 

Holy Show! 



But belpless Pieces of tbe Game 

bestowed 
Upon tbe Gliecker-boardl of 
Hill and Road; 
Hitber and Tbitber moved 
and sped and stopped. 
And One by One back to tbe 
Garage towed. 



Tbe Gar no Qnestioii makes ol 

Ayes or Noes, 
Bat Here or Tliere as strikes 

its Fancy goes. 
Bat tbe Bystander, oflering 

Adyioe, 

He knows aboat it all — ^He 

knows— He Knows I 



And if in Vain down on tbe 

Stubborn Eloor 
Of Eartb you lie. And weary, 

cramped and sore. 
You gaze to-day; you may 

be jolly sure 
To-morrow 'twill be worse tban 

'twas before! 



Toa Tbaw yoar Freezeless 

Circulation first; 
Tben mend your Puncture Proof 

Tire wbere it Burst. 
Helpless yon K)n your 

Anti'Skids, 

But Starting a Self "Starter is tbe 
Worst! 



Perbaps you get out yoar 

Repairing-Rity 
And try to Regulate tbe Tbing 

a bit; 

You test tbe God, adjust tbe 
Sbiftmg-Gear,— 
And tben it Goes? Not so 
you'd Notice it ! 



And tbat Werted Man, wl 

seems to he 
Upon tbe Ground, and Sqidn 

witli Practised Eye. 
lift not your Hands to Id 

for Help. For lie 
As impotendy works as ji 

or I. 



Ah, hove, coxAA You and I witli 

dim conspire 
To Fix tliis Sorry Scbeme of 
Tiling entire. 
Would we not take it aU 

apart, and tben 
Remodel witb no danger of 
Back-Fire? 



Ally make tbe most of Tmie we 

yet may spend 
Before we too» into tbe Dost 

AesceoA; 
Dust onto Dost. Under tbe 

Gar to be. 
Sans Goat, sans Breatb, sans 

Temper, and — sans Friend! 
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Lncl that Reyiying Herb, wbose 
Tender Green 

fpon the Julep Gup is some- 
times seen, 
Ahy interyiew it lightly , for 
yon know 

ou II need yonr Wits to man- 
age yoor Machine. 



Mk, my BeWedy (iD tFie Lamps 
tliat slied 

A steady SearcMigbt on our 
Patb abead; 
To-morrow !— Why» To-mor- 
row 1 may be 

Myself with Yesterday's Seven 
Tbousand Dead. 



^hj, if your Gar can fling the 

Dost aside^ 
And flyingy tbrongli tbe Air of 

Heaven ride^ 
^eret not a Shame^ were't 

not a Sbame, I say, 
Witbin Speed Limit, tamely to 

al^de? 



Wbat! Witbout asking, stop 

our Speed immense? 
And, witbont asking Jailward 

burned bence ! 
Ob, many a Cop of tbis Foi> 

bidding Mien, 
Most me tbe Memory of fab 

Insolence! 



And fear not lest a Smasbup 

closing My 
Account and Yonrs^ Macbines 

no more stall fly ; 
Tbe Eternal Motorist lias 

ever bouglit 
Millions of Bubbles like ours^ 

and will buy* 



I sometimes tliiiik tbat every 

ShmmgStar 
Is but tlie Tail Lamp of a 

Motor Gar; 
Wbicb leap'd from Eartb in 

its mad Ecstasy, 
And into Space went Speeding 

Fast and Far. 



And tfiis I know. Tbougli in 
a Magazine 

Perfectly-ninning Motor Gars 
Fve seen, 
It's quite a Diderent Propo- 
sition wlien 

Tbey're on tlie Road, and filled 
Witli Gasolene! 



Tlien in your Glorious Soo- 

cess exult! 
WIten your Car plunges like a 

Catapult, 
Sit tiglit! Hold Iiard! Pass 

Eyeiytliiiig in Sigbt! 
And yon will be Smprised at 

tbe Result ! 
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